
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Nothing Private

by

Darren Shell

Smashwords ebook
published by Fideli Publishing [image: tmp_b9362c0cbd451309fb9e3ebb9526cf82_NgiQ8R_html_78b1a2c0.jpg]

[image: tmp_b9362c0cbd451309fb9e3ebb9526cf82_NgiQ8R_html_3c8f919e.jpg]


Copyright 2012, Darren Shell

No part of this eBook may be reproduced or
shared by any electronic or mechanical means, including but not
limited to printing, file sharing, and email, without prior written
permission from Fideli Publishing.

Smashwords Edition, License Notes

This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you
share it with. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it,
or it was not purchased for your use only, then you should return
to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for
respecting the hard work of this author.

ISBN: 978-1-60414-654-7


Chapter One

His picture was nothing more than a tattered
and greasy photo lying deep beneath the filthy tools in the old
wooden tool box. It was my only picture tie I had to the man inside
that tool tote beneath the passenger seat of that boat. I sort of
expected a lover’s photo, or a picture of Mom, etc., but I didn’t
really expect a photo of him. It didn’t really jive with the
history I’d someday learn about him, but that old photo was
certainly right there amid tools, grease, and parts. It was
Chuck.

It seemed like that box where I found the
photo weighed more than most sumo-wrestlers. It was greasy. It was
bulky. And without question, it SO fit beneath the seat of where it
was intended to rest. That heavy tool-tote rested comfortably
beneath the port passenger seat of a 1958 Lyman wooden lap-strake
runabout. 18 feet of mahogany housed this simple time capsule—this
tool box—this one-man’s-treasure—this private remnant of a man
long-gone that I would never meet.

I never really thought that the boat … or
that box … were ever truly mine. It’s almost like I took possession
of the previous owner along with the items I purchased. I just
didn’t realize it at the time.

This picture from the box was a simple photo
of a young GI—just the common military one-opt you get on day-one,
after your haircut. ... all black and white and bland. It reeked of
military conformity.

G. I. Henny, he was.

His stare in that picture was intent. His
glare was so full of emotion. I’m not really sure why I cared who
Private Charles Henny was? Chuck Henny was just a name I slammed
around in jest. When things went wrong with my boat, I just figured
that is was Chuck’s fault.

Stupid Chuck Henny.

Damn it, Chuck. Why did you rebuild this
antique boat, anyway?

I guess I should go ahead and describe my
junk heap.

My boat was a piece of crap. Sure, at one
time, it was a pretty piece of America’s past with all of its
golden mahogany shining in the sun, but now it was a dump-heap of
almost forgotten vintage. Parts of it were rotten. Some of it just
sort of flaked apart as you looked at it. It was nasty after its
years inside that old barn. Most of it was just plain yucky. If it
wasn’t for its sheer waterline beauty, it’d probably have been
discarded long ago.

Nobody wanted this junk old boat.

Well—‘cept me.

I guess I loved that old hunk of crap.

Damn, I must say, though, its lines were
sleek. Where wood met water, it was dreamy. It was yesteryear
boating with all the romance and fondness of the cool old movies.
Though old and crappy, it was a beautiful piece of workmanship in
its day, even if it didn’t run all that damn well now.

Call me a sucker for cool old toys. Call me
a romantic for wood and water. Call me just about anything
antiquated except for romance. I don’t know where hearts meet any
more than wood and water. I never did. I never knew love. I never
wanted love. I never even knew I needed love. I had no stinkin’
idea what love was … until that boat and its contents taught me
about wood, water, and women. Humph. Go figure.

Until I bought that filthy, stinkin’,
crappy, boat … and that mysterious tool box that came with it, I
didn’t know much about love. I also didn’t know much about what
makes a soldier tick. I just plain didn’t know how heart-strings
and lapstrakes blended. Hell, maybe I still don’t. But that damn
Chuck Henny twisted his knife of life into me. And believe me, I
felt the pangs.

I didn’t know what I was getting myself into
when I read the little note in the classifieds of my local
newspaper. I remember it well.

For Sale: Old Boat. As is. Make offer. I
don’t know what it is. I don’t know anything about it. Look at it
for yourself.

With a quick dial of the phone, I heard the
voice of an old woman, panting hard and seemingly depressed. I’m
not even sure why I made the call. I had no idea what the boat even
was, or what condition, but I had a feeling it was going to be an
extreme fixer-upper … and that was what I wanted anyway. I loved to
tinker with mechanical stuff, and I’d had my share of boats I’d
fixed. So, quite frankly, I was looking for a deal from someone who
didn’t know what they had.

I found her, alright. That old girl fit the
bill. She was just what I was looking for.

“Child,” she quivered into the telephone,
“you can look at my boy’s boat if ya want. I don’t know nothin’
‘bout it. Make me an offer.”

My conversation with her was truly a quiet
moment. I found myself wanting to say much more than I did. This
woman needed some sort of closure with this old crappy machine. She
wanted something that I wasn’t even sure I could give.

She wanted rid of that wreck.

I elected to run over and see for myself
what the woman had to offer. Maybe I could steal a deal from the
old gal.

Never know?

After a few twists and turns through
Livingston, Tennessee, I found myself face to face on the front
porch with the same woman I spoke with earlier on the phone.

“It’s out yonder,” she pouted. “I don’t know
nothin’ about it. Make me an offer. Just get it out of here so I
don’t have to look at it. It was Charlie’s.”

“Ma’am,” I asked, feeling lost in the
conversation. “Do I need to speak to Charlie about the boat?”

“Nope,” she grunted. “Make me an offer and
get it out of here.”

I stammered for a bit. “I don’t have much
money, Ma’am. I’d buy it, but I can’t offer much because I don’t
know anything about it. I can see from here that it is a Lyman.
That’s all I know.”

The old woman looked long and hard into my
eyes. I almost pondered if she was going to back-hand slap me
across the porch. I just wasn’t sure how to read her. There was a
whole bunch more going on in her head than she was speaking.

“Boy,” she grumbled, her eyes beady as black
marbles. “You know more than me about it. Right now … right here
and now … you take that boat out of that shed and take it home with
you. Give me what money you can. I’ll accept whatever you offer.
Take that damn boat so I don’t have to look at it. I can’t look at
it another day.”

I could see the hint of tears in her eyes as
she spoke. Something just didn’t jive. I was dumbfounded. My mind
was racing with numbers I could offer for a boat I knew nothing
about. And quite frankly, it was a crappy old machine, tightly
tucked away in a dusty side-shed of a barn. I could barely even see
what it was from my vantage point.
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